CANADA,    WHITEHALL    AND    GOWES

Liberator V 120 gave information that he had sighted a U-boat
and was going in to attack. That is the last news heard of him and
his crew and we are left to surmise that, somewhere 200 miles
south of Iceland, he was shot down by the 20-millimetre guns with
which U-boats had recently been re-armed. Three Atlantic con-
voys had passed through a concentration of them without serious
loss, and it was later revealed that the long-range squadrons had
sunk six of these underwater pests and damaged nine others. A
triumph for air power, but, like all such great efforts in war, there
were those at home who mourned the loss of a well-beloved
husband or a fine son.

By the end of May (1944) I had completed my time on post-
war planning and reverted to the retired list Admiral Lionel
Preston, head of the Admiralty Small Vessels Pool, was calling
for additional volunteers in his Yachtsmen's Emergency Service.
They were required for manning harbour launches and other
small craft. I signed on and was immediately directed to Ports-
mouth to take over a motor-fishing vessel, M.F.V. 124, as skipper,
Together with my crew of six amateurs I presented myself at the
tradesmen's entrance to Portsmouth barracks and drew my sea-
man's kitbag, filled it with blankets, oilskins, seaboots and jother
necessary equipment and joined our craft in No. i Basin of Ports-
mouth dockyard. There were many others doing the same thing,
and as soon as we had nosed our way out of the harbour we knew
the reason why. The Solent from the Spit Fort to Yarmouth was
a really wonderful sight, full of every conceivable type of vessel
and all obviously assembled in preparation for D day.

Under the orders of the Naval Control Officer at Cowes we
undertook aU sorts of missions: carried merchant skippers to and
fro for briefing^ humped frozen meat, potatoes and vegetables,
carried boarding officers to ships and then finally one night we
saw the whole fleet disappear. D day had arrived, and we awaited
news of the result, for on that depended, so far as we were con-
cerned, our future tasks. It was not long before we heard that all
had gone well, and so for the rest of our month's service afloat
there were to be no heroics, just real hard work

It was a happy party on board; the average age of my crew
was just over 60; between us there were four D.S.CXs of the last
war and foreign languages sufficient to make conversation interest-
ing with crews of Allied ships. We liked the trim Dutch coasters,
spotlessly clean and usually with the Captain's wife on board as
part of the crew. Going alongside some of the cross-Channel